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publications. I took to the work with great enthusiasm, and with
aggressive competitiveness I sold the publications. Only if I succeeded
in making at least a rupee more for the party than the others, did
I feel pleased with myself.
On several occasions Communists selling party literature were
grabbed by policemen on the charge of causing nuisance. I did not
fall into their hands even once. But I was filled with rage whenever
the police arrested comrades engaged in such a mighty task.
That selling party publications was a vitally important duty to be
performed proudly by every Communist was the universal sentiment
in the party at that time, shared alike by the big leaders and the
rank-and-file workers.
I loved the Communists with all my heart. Intellect and reason
led me to an awareness that I was one of them, that the men around
me constituted my family, and that I could call them my own in a
truer sense than I could my relatives.
"I am a Communist. Whatever fame, work, and wealth that
come my way shall belong to this mighty movement that is fighting
to usher in a new age." I saw men who embodied such sentiments
and who had given their all to the party.
All the leaders used to carry a leather bag in which they kept a
large quantity of party publications for sale. Even while travelling
in a bus, tram or train, a Communist would carry on party work.
He would strike up a conversation with someone and pretty soon a
full-scale debate would ensue, with everybody around becoming
involved and a variety of views expressed. The Communist would
deal with the issues calmly and expound his position so dexterously
as to make others accept it. I lived with and knew such men. They
had a deep commitment to ideology and they were skilled in
argumentation. At the same time they were broadminded human
beings.
When I joined the Janasakthi office, many leaders were under-
ground and several others were in prison. T. Prakasam was then
Chief Minister of Madras. A very big railway strike had just ended.
In Golden -Rock five workers had been shot dead. Police had
beaten up the Communist member of the Madras legislative assembly,
Anandan Nambiar, so brutally that he had sustained a fracture in
the skull.4 Having gone underground, Kalyanasundaram,5 leader of
the South Indian Railway Union, could not emerge in the open
even when his daughter died of a snake bite. Singaravelu, a hand-